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Part one 


Author's Notes: 
Disclaimer: No, | don\'t own them and no, this never happened. But a girl can always hope, right? Part two on 
the way! 


Since their arrival, it seemed that there was something a bit off about Japan. 


First of all, its restaurants seemed to lack the English standards that Pink Floyd were accustomed to: the beef, 
potatoes, pies, and custards. The sfaples, damn it, the stapled The steaming pot of oden they'd been served 
smelled and tasted delicious but somehow lacked the comfort of their favorite dishes. David felt less than full 
even after consuming his second helping and decided to follow it up with something sweet. A kind of sponge 
cake called kasutera sufficed, but lacked much richness and he was left feeling wholly unsatisfied. 


Next there was the subway ride where the car seemed to be packed to twice its capacity - though no one 
else seemed to care very much about their sardine-like state. Roger, who did not particularly like such a lot of 
close human contact at once, began to feel claustrophobic soon after the ride started. He was crushed up 
against a window along with the others - excluding Nick, who had been swept toward the other side of the car. 


As for David, he was crushed against Roger's back. Pressed tightly against his thighs to allow the bassist to 
make out a little bit of definition.not a tremendous amount, but enough that Roger was growing nervous. Oh 
Godwhy now? Why here? The urge to move back against David was matched only by the urge to move away 
and avoid this embarrassment. Unfortunately there was a gentleman situated in front of him and Roger didn't 


want to risk making any movements that would be considered suggestive. 


The car shuddered a bit and David's hand came up to grip the same rung as Roger's, startling the latter even 
more. His eyes darted about to make sure that no one else was picking up on his secret panic but everyone 
seemed to be minding their own respective business, thankfully. But this was becoming unbearable: David's 
body heat, his crotch against his thighs, and now his warm hand touching his own. He wished that hand was 
gripping something else right no- NO! NO, NO, NO! He could not be thinking like this in public. As it was, Roger 
was struggling to keep control of his growing hard-on but that was obviously a losing battle. 


Think about food Think about getting to the hotel and having a Guinness at the bar Dave's fucking gorgeous lps 
teasing the neck of the bottle - no, no! Refocus, Rog. Think of how relieved you'll be when you get fo your room, 
alone. You'll unpack and slip under the covers, the nice warm covers, and youll close your eyes. And as youre 
drifting off, you'll be fantasizing about what it would be lke if Dave came in and sipped under the covers with you 
Oh Christ, he probably gives fantastic head. 


Fuck, this is pointless. 


He gripped the handle tighter, aware of how slick it was becoming against his sweaty palm. Even this reminded 
him of things he didn't want to think of. And poor David; he didn't even realize what he was doing.it made Roger 
feel wholly guilty, to be silently getting off on what he knew were inadvertent little gestures. 


When the car finally halted to a stop after what seemed like ages, he practically ran for the exit, then vowed 
never to venture into the Shibuya subway station ever again. As he was leaving, David had smiled good- 


naturedly at him and remarked something along the lines of "tight squeeze, wasn't it?" 


Now they were checking into their hotel - and it was about fucking time too. Everyone was exhausted from a 
day of sightseeing and knew they'd be back on the road early the next morning. A rest was sorely needed. 
Everyone thanked Steve, their manager, as he herded them inside. It was an odd building; small windows, some 
curtained, others just shuddered - none open to the outside light. The lobby was dimly lit and barren as well. 
Rick wandered over to a sign near the door and began to examine it. Having no knowledge of Japanese, he could 
only comprehend the rates that it displayed: 2,000 yen* for two hours seemed to be the least expensive. The 
most was 19,000. Two hours at a hotel? Surely that wasn't so straightforward as it seemed. 


Steve had made the arrangements by phone earlier and judging by what he'd said, only as a last resort. They'd 
had earlier reservations at a prominent European hotel chain but matters of financing went awry and the band 
were, to phrase it correctly, out on their asses. Steve was putting frantic calls through to the label's Japanese 
representative but it seemed by an unfortunate twist of fate that nearly all the hotels in the city were fully 
booked this evening. Perhaps it had something to do with the three conventions being held simultaneously in 


town this week. 


Even after that cruel hand however, fate seemed to smile on the boys in the form of an invite a purportedly 
comfortable place near Shibuya station. Still, the place was strange. Instead of a reception desk, there was 
simply a black-curtained window and a small hole for money exchange. Steve explained in limited, broken 
Japanese that the representative had called earlier to reserve four rooms. The attendant behind the black 
curtain sounded regretful, started saying something about "doseiaisha'** and the a few definite "no's in 
English. Steve understood well enough that this was a rejection of some sort but persisted, the language 


barrier being of no help to either party. 


Things managed to resolve themselves within a few minutes. The words "Pink" and "Floyd" seemed to have 
smoothed things over a bit and four room keys were slipped through the hole. With a mutter of curses under 
his breath, Steve divvyed them up between the four band mates, then asked who'd be willing to take him on as 
a roommate. Nick, ever the diplomat, volunteered immediately, leaving everyone else happy and grateful for 
their respective solitude. Bags were picked up and maneuvered into the elevator and everyone could finally 
breathe a sigh of relief. Nick and Steve got off at the second floor, said goodbye to the others and agreed to 
meet in the lobby the next morning. The third floor was Rick's stop and he got off in a rush, looking rather 
agitated and eager for some private time. The remaining two eyed each other knowingly before the doors slid 


shut and they rose to the fifth floor, their destination. 
The hallway was interesting to say the least. Sea green and painted with all manner of tropical fish, inking 
octopi, a whale with slightly creepy human eyes. And coincidentally, Roger and David happened to be neighbors. 


Roger put aside hopes of there being an adjoining door and fumbled with the lock instead. Then he smiled over 
at Dave, half-joked about dropping by for a visit, and slipped inside. 


* meaning "homosexual" 


* *ln the early seventies this would be somewhere around fifteen US dollars. 


part two 


Author's Notes: 
Part three already in the works, amazingly enough.. 


The first thing Roger noticed when he flicked the lights was himself. Lots of himself, all over the place. It was 
a bit of a shock initially, as he'd expected to find himself in a seedy little hole of a room, thick air, double bed 
with a stiff (and mysteriously stained) floral comforter, perhaps a few unnecessary reminders of the former 
occupants. But instead there was. this 


Recovering from the slight surprise, Roger eased the door shut behind him and made a visual sweep of the 
room. And all the mirrors which covered the walls. And floor and ceiling. It was mirror overkill. As he advanced 
further inside, his boots clacked against the glass, emitting an uncomfortable sort of echo that reverberated 
against the walls. Christ, he didn't like this. He didn’t like a whole army of Rogers staring warily back at him. 
The furniture was sparse and a pristine white; leather sofa and large bed. There was a sleek metal coffee 
table complete with magazines, along with a transparent egg chair suspended by chain from the ceiling. It was 
all much too pristine, much too shiny, so bright that it hurt his eyes. The place even reeked of bleach, a scent 
that Roger was none too fond of. He wondered briefly how David was reacting to his own room. Well, knowing 


him, he'd think it was complete rubbish, all this ultra-modern nonsenseit made Roger smile to himself. 


Dropping his bag on the sofa, he wandered over to assess the bathroom - and thank God the walls weren't 
mirrored in here. That was the last thing he needed.but the white and metal motif continued in here much to 
his disappointment, this time with the inclusion of a bathtub that resembled a giant silver mixing bowl. 


‘What the fuck?" indeed. He doubted he'd ever understand the ways of the Japanese.honestly, how could one 
check into a place like this and relax? And what with all these mirrors all over the place, you'd have to see 
everything you were doing - what if he wanted to toss off? He'd feel very odd tossing off surrounded by 

bunches of wanking Rogers. ltd suck all the eroticism out of it. Not that there was anything terribly erotic 


about masturbation, really, though mutual masturbation was a different story entirely, wasn't it? 


As he slumped down into the sofa, he began to elaborate on this, letting his mind begin to wander into more 
graphic territory. He wondered how Dave's nicely callused fingers would feel against his own cock, lightly 
teasing, then encircling him in the warmth of his palm. Oh, what a fucking magnificent thought. He could almost 
feel the grooves in David's skin. He grinned at the quick turn of thoughts: a moment ago he'd been bemoaning 
this awful, sterile room and now they were going down an entirely different, pleasanter road. Bless the young 
male mind with its ability to go from zero to sex in .2 seconds flat. 


Roger suddenly found that his hands were moving of their accord, smoothing down his belly to pop open the 
first button on his trousers. Well, he supposed, as long as he was here he may as well take advantage of the 
solitude..now which fantasy to employ this time around? He quite fancied the shower one, hadn't used that for 


awhile. So he situated himself, lying back, pushing his trousers off his slim hips a bit, and taking his cock firmly 
in hand. 


Right, solm in the shower and the door opens..no wait, Dave's already in there with me. Right. Got it. And he's 
facing away from me, washing his hair with - oh, who the fuck cares what sort of shampoo he's using? So the 
water's running down his gorgeous back and ass and argh..God, | just wanna grab it 


Slow strokes up and down his shaft, feeling it gradually growing firmer in his grip, the faint smell of the sofa's 
leather drifting under his nostrils. Oh, and Roger knew someone who wore a leather coat. He'd had the good 
fortune of "accidentally" falling asleep with his cheek pressed up against David's shoulder during one long tour 
bus ride. The scent of leather and stale cigarette smoke had pervaded his senses and since then, either could 
set him right off. All that was missing was the sweat and the sex, though he figured he could imagine those 


quite vividly on his own. 


His thoughts had quickly turned from simply admiring his band mate's many physical attributes to a more 
hands-on approach. His tongue was delving inside his mouth, teeth nibbling on those full lips, nipping along the 
jaw line. David sucked in a breath at particularly sharp bite, which made Roger practically melt in fantasy and 
reality alike. His thumb now stroked the head in circular motions, masquerading as the guitarist's skilled fingers. 
In the shower things were progressing quite nicely. David's mouth had joined in the proceedings, making nice 
work of his throat and shoulders as his hands trailed dangerously low. All the while he murmured about just 
how hard he was for Roger, how good he'd make him feel, and naturally about how impressed he was by one of 
his lover's assets Roger's strokes were becoming swifter, harder, more desperate, imagining Dave lowering 
himself to his knees, how appetizing he'd look as he smiled up at him. Coy yet wicked. 


And then he opened his mouth in a rather slow and deliberate fashion to take Roger inside - 


A sudden knock at the door was a cruel jolt back into reality. Roger gasped in shock, then groaned aloud. Things 
had been going quite nicely, hadn't they? Just a bit more and he'd have come. It was all he really needed to 
relieve the tension after today's anxiety, the proverbial cool sand to sink his toes into.:for the first time he 
looked around the room to see his mirrored images staring awkwardly back at him, all clutching their 


manhoods. 
Christ, | look fucking silly.does everyone look so stupid when they wank? 


With much regret, he re-zipped himself and sighed, the remaining pictures of wonderful kneeling David fizzling 
from view. Well, whoever had decided to come banging on his door was going to get a pretty fucking choice 
piece of his mind, weren't they? Cursing silently, he climbed to his feet and ambled over to the door. Just as 
before, he couldn't stand the way his footsteps echoed as he went. It just served to amplify the immensity 
and emptiness of the room. Ha, he'd wager a guess that no one else was in theirs - probably all out pulling 
star-struck Japanese birds while he was stuck here. He supposed that "stuck" wasn't nearly so accurate as 
feeling anti-social tonight and refusing to leave". Still, his stomach was gurgling a bit, so maybe he'd just pop 
out for a drink and a bite as soon as he sent his unwelcome caller away. Find a novelty "English" restaurant 


and order some sort of ornate fish and chips-type thing. That would probably suffice until tomorrow. 


Putting on his best sulky face, he jerked open the door and snapped "yes?" before he'd even realized who it 
was standing outside. To his surprise, it wasn't a stranger, nor was it Nick, Rick, or Steve, or anyone else that 


he didn't care to see for that matter. 


"Hey, Rog." David smiled broadly at him. "You're looking warm as ever." 


Part three 


Roger could feel his face flush with embarrassment over his mistake, especially as David held two beers in his 
hand and was clearly here with good intentions. But the guitarist took it in his usual stride and seemed less 


concerned with his welcome and more with trying to peer into the room. 


‘lm sorry about that, Dave. | didn't know it was you." He stepped aside to allow him to enter and David's 
expression turned to one of absolute delight. 


‘Oh my God, Rog!" He wandered inside with the composure of a child in awe, setting the beers down on the 
coffee table absently. "This room is perfect for you!" 


"What's that supposed to mean?" Roger asked flatly, shutting the door behind him. 

Its completely sterile.” He ran his fingers over the still-warm leather of the sofa. "And cold" 

‘lm not sterile and cold." 

"Right. Because that's definitely the impression | get whenever | so much as hum a tune around you." 


“There's a difference between perfectionism and coldness, you know, and if you can't see it then youre the one 
with the problem, mate, not me." David just looked back at him and laughed, then continued to pursue the 
contents of the room. Roger would have liked to believe that laugh was employed because David couldn't think 
of anything else clever to say. It was unlikely though. There was always something slightly condescending behind 
that smile, something that told Roger about the existence of some private joke that he wasn't in on. It was 
unbelievably infuriating. If there was one thing he prided himself in, it was his ability to one-up people, yet this 
was practically impossible to do with David. 

Infuriating and fascinating. A constant challenge and perhaps part of his charm. Though Roger sometimes hated 


David, he always respected him, which was a world more than he could say for almost anyone else he knew. 


"What the fuck? Did you come here just to insult me?" Perhaps that came out a bit too defensive. Never good 
to express vulnerability in front of David, though he seemed to be in a pleasant spirits and would probably 


ignore it for now. 

"No, Rog. I'm sorry. It's just too easy-" David noticed that Roger's eyes flashed angrily and realized that the 
comment might start a entirely new argument. "Anyway, | came here to ask how you liked the room. But it's 
completely different from mine. They must have themes throughout the hotel or something." 

"Oh? What's yours like then?" 


"IIl show you." He eyed the table and smiled to himself. "Even your magazines are different" He picked one up 


and leafed through it. "Very, very modern, | think." 


"Huh?" 

David held the magazine up to display what appeared to be a centerfold. Upon closer examination, Roger found 
that it was indeed a centerfold. A pouting blonde clad in silver boots, hair done up in some sort of pseudo- 
spacey fashion And perhaps most interestingly, futuristic apparatuses were plugged into her nether regions. 
At first all Roger could do was comment on how bizarre the photograph was before his surprised amusement 
over it transferred to the magazine in general. 

"Dave, it's smut!" 

"Well it's not gardening, is it?" 

"You don't look surprised at all." 

"There's some in my room too, you know." 

Roger laughed bemusedly and held the object in question up. 


"Don't you find it a bit weird that they just have smut lying about in the rooms?" 


"Well, | mean, af first | did but." A look of awareness suddenly crossed his face. "Rog, don't tell me you're 


really that naive, please don't." 
"About what?" 

"About the mirrors and the magazines and the condoms-" 

"| didn't see any condoms 

"Did you check your bed? There was one lying on top of one of the pillows and a whole drawer full of them" 


"But." It quickly dawned on him, though still seemed rather unlikely. "Oh, come on, Dave! It couldn't be anything 
like that, the Japanese are so fucking uptight th-" 


"Just look at all the fucking mirrors! Could it get anymore obvious?" Perhaps the mirrors had been so blatant 
that Roger hadn't even considered what actual purpose they served.."! think this is some kind of sex hotel." 


"No, it isn't." Roger muttered, feigning skepticism despite the enlightened smile creeping over his face. 


"It is! | swear it is! There's a catalogue in my room that's got a menu or something of costumes and toys." 


Roger made noise of delight. "And I'm serious; | think you can get them delivered like room service." 


They had a good laugh over the situation, over whether Steve realized exactly what sort of place this was, 
and whether they should try and use the "menu" or not. In the end, Roger was quite keen on seeing David's 
room, so they took their beers and left. In the hallway a teenage couple was unlocking a door down the hall. 
The girl spotted the two men together and was clearly trying to stifle a delighted giggle at the perceived 
situation. Roger, naturally, was quite embarrassed but David remained playful as usual. He gave her a secretive 
wink and wrapped an arm teasingly around Roger's waist, much to the latter's surprise and excitement. The girl 
clapped a hand over her mouth, clearly enjoying this almost as much as Roger was. The boy had to practically 
drag her out of the hallway to keep her from gawking more - not before she gave them an approving nod and 


smile. 


David's room, by contrast, looked much more welcoming than did Roger's. It had the rustic look of a cabin 
complete an artificial fireplace, a large fiberglass stump serving as a table (Roger reckoned he'd never seen 
that before), and "windows" looking out onto a peaceful forest scene. The walls were done up with "authentic" 
wood paneling and lined with trophy heads of an odd assortment. Rhinoceroses, bears, a lynx, and a 
hippopotamus. Though as fake as anything else in the room, Roger still didn't like their beady plastic eyes 
staring at him and so he turned his attentions to the bed. Flannel sheets, soft white pillows, and a big red 
comforter; lucky bastard Dave. 


"Funny... he murmured. 


"Hm?" The beers were put aside in favor of rum and cokes from the mini-bar and David had busied himself 


preparing these. Roger settled into the couch and propped one leg over the other. 


'| said ‘funny’. The irony of being in a sex hotel and having no one to actually have sex with." He took the glass 
handed to him, expecting David to take a seat beside him. He didn't though, and instead leaned against the wall 
and appeared to be musing to himself. This made Roger a bit nervous. Another of those "private joke" sort of 
things, only this seemed a bit more serious. The fact that David towered over him while he sat wasn't very 
helpful either, he was supposed to be the one who towered over people, not the other way around. And fuck, 
why did things like these have to make him so anxious? He spoke more to break the silence than anything else. 


"What do you think Nick and Rick are doing then?" he asked quietly. 

"Probably out looking for someone to join them." 

"Ah." He nodded in agreement then paused for a few seconds. "And why aren't you doing that?" 

"| guess l'm just waiting for the right person" 

"Right, because you've never been one for an indiscriminate fuck" David chuckled lightly at this and absently 
sipped his drink. "And anyway, | don't think you're going to find what you're looking for sitting around by 


yourself" 


"I'm not alone.” 


"Oh, not counting me, | mean" 

"What makes you think you don't count?" David turned his eyes on him and appeared to be waiting for an 
actual answer. Roger couldn't believe what he was hearing..surely it was all in his mind. Surely he was creating 
innuendoes where there were none, as he usually did. But the way David stared at him definitely seemed to be 
more than an imagined innuendo. So this must have been a joke then Any moment now David would break out 
laughing at Roger's obvious unease and they'd return to casual conversation. So to that end, Roger could only 
smile. 


"Could | have another drink?" 


"You haven't even touched the one | gave you." David observed. Roger realized this was true and reddened for 


the second time Today. 


"Oh yeah." He laughed humorlessly and averted his eyes, grasping mentally for some topic that he could slip 


seamlessly into the ‘conversation’. "What time's rehearsal tomorrow?" 

"You're nervous." 

"lim not!" Roger snapped. 

"Well, you're getting awfully defensive about it, aren't you?" 

"Why should | be nervous?" 

| have no idea You tell me." 

Oh God, | arm creating innuendoes! 

"I.I have no fucking idea.." He looked at the drink in his hand before swallowing half of it down and slumping into 
the cushions. "I think I'm just tired. A little stressed about that festival tomorrow.’ Not fo mention randy as 
anything 


"Mm," David agreed and finally sat beside him. "lm a bit tired of being carted around. Its been tour after tour 
after tour... 


"The sake's quite good though." 
"Oh yeah, very good" 
They were interrupted but a loud bang in the next room, clearly that of a headboard against a wall. Someone 


was adamant about whatever they were doing. Roger and David looked at one another blankly for a moment 


before breaking out into laughter over their none-too-subtle neighbors. It was certainly helpful to Roger's 


nerves and the conversation began to pick up steam again, especially after they'd shared a partially-smoked 
joint from David's pocket. Though not quite as stoned as they'd have liked to be, were nicely buzzed from the 
combination of the pot and the rum. Sometime after one AM, Roger decided that he'd like to retire early 
tonight, to be well rested for the day ahead of them. But the thought of going back to his room, while it was 
so warm and cozy in David's little cabin.. 

"Dave?" 

"Hm?" 

"Could | stay in here tonight?" 

David raised a fine eyebrow. 

"Why?" 

"| don't feel like going back to my room. It's more comfortable in here." 

"Yeah, alright." 

"Ill take the sofa." 


"Who said you had to take the sofa?" 


"You know | wouldn't take your bed away." David said nothing but fixed Roger with that odd look from earlier. 
"ll uh.tll go get the sheets from the other room." 


"No, you won't" 

"Excuse me?" 

"You're sleeping in my bed." 

| told you | wouldn't take your bed-" 

| never said you'd be taking it away from me." 

That was a bit too cryptic for Roger's vivid imagination 


"Em.." He could feel the anxiety creeping back in. "Okay..| think I'm gonna go outside for a fag." David buried his 
face in his hands and shook his head in exasperation. "What is it?" Muffled laughter. "What's wrong?" 


"CHRIST, Roger, vesus-fucking-Christ" The suddenness of it made Roger jump a bit. "Do | have to spell it out for 


you? Do you want it in big fucking neon lights?" He gestured with his hands to imitate the expanse of a 
marquis. "| WANT TO FUCK YOU. Apparently subtlety doesn't work with you. Neither does physically rubbing 
myself against you" 


"The subway?" He hadn't really intended to say it out loud. His mind itself was completely blank, dazed from the 


explicitness of what David was saying. It was simply too much too soon for him to respond properly. 
"Yes" 
"You're joking.” 


"Oh, you stupid, stupid cunt." David sucked in a deep breath and began to rise, frustrated enough that he 
seemed about to give up. Awareness was just flooding into Roger, the possibility of a hundred fantasies finally 
experienced, when David stopped and looked back at him. There was a momentary meeting of eyes, during 
which it looked as though Roger might have tried to get up. David foresaw this, however. To remedy the 
situation, he practically threw himself on his band mate, took hold of his hair roughly in one hand, and forced 
their lips together. 


It made Roger smile internally. 


Notes: Though the boys refer to it as a "sex hotel", they're actually called "love hotels" and are very common 
in Japan. Oh, and I'm disregarding the fact that the guys' respective wives were with them at the time of this 
tour. But oh dear, it would be much too difficult to think of an actual explanation for their absence, wouldn't 
te 


Part four 


"Bastard!" Roger spat. He'd pulled away long enough to express his displeasure at having been taken by force, 
then slammed his lips back into David's once more. They became a mass of grappling hands and mouths, Roger 
working to try and pin his adversary to the other side of the sofa while David was attempting the same. In 
spite of his determination, however, Roger was unaware that David was just as keen on things progressing the 
way that he wanted them to and would stop at nothing until Roger was forced into the subordinate position. 
And his wish came true because not a moment later, Roger was on his back while David gloated above, 


straddling him as though he were a newly-tamed beast. 


A still silence passed between them but was only short-lived, Roger leaned up to meet David's mouth again 
but this time without the intent to battle. Instead they shared a surprisingly calm, chaste kiss. Then another. 
And another. Then a not-so-chaste one. Roger's hands smoothed down David's back, then up under his thin 
shirt to caress the smooth flesh, pleasant to the touch. He broke away from the kiss and started to nibble his 
chin instead, oddly pleased with the sensation of stubble against his lips. 


"What's all this ‘bastard: talk, then?" David whispered, only to be silenced by an eager tongue thrusting past his 
lips again. The enthusiasm was quite a relief actually - David hadn't really known what to expect. There was no 
doubt about Roger's interest in him but he'd wondered if his usual attitude was any indication of his behavior 
in the sack. Had that been the case it would have probably been terribly methodical. And not in a good way 
either. But the obvious excitement was very promising.whether or not he'd let David really have his way with 


him was yet to be seen. 


Roger's hands continued to roam, seemingly trying to grab any bit of the guitarist that was within reach. 
Eventually he was placated when he'd discovered the generous swell of David's ass and attached his hands to 
it, rather like an octopus's suction cups. David made a small noise of approval and ran his lips lower to taste 
Roger's throat, eliciting a pleased shiver when he nipped it unexpectedly. The two continued in their necking 
activities for some time; Roger found this funny. Never had he ever been quite so thorough with any of the 
girls (or men for that matter) that he'd been with. And the even funnier thing was that in spite of his 
impatience, he was quite happy to take his time like this. 


Almost as soon as that thought had entered his head, however, things had begun to progress. David appeared 
to have tired of the barricade of clothing on both their bodies and sat up to pull his own shirt off. In defiance, 
Roger grabbed hold of his wrists for a moment in order to still him, then released him and yanked the 
garment off himself. Just as swiftly, his hands started to go for David's zip. 

Ah, so this was how it was going to be, was it? Right then 

The tables were turned when Roger's own wrists were seized, much to his surprise. Overcoming the shock, 
however, he started to try and struggle out of the too-firm grip to no avail. Not..foo eagerly of course, but 
enough to display his annoyance over the sequence of events. How dare he be restrained! 


David realized that in terms of how they were positioned, it would be quite difficult to pull Roger's shirt off 
but at least there was one thing he could do. Still gripping his wrists, David wriggled down between Roger's legs 


until his head was level with the flap of his jeans. This made the other man slow in his struggle, curious about 
how things would progress and quite excited about the proximity between his own crotch and that beautiful 
mouth. And much to his delight, David took the corner of the flap between his teeth and tugged, popping open 
the button. The deftness and fluidity of the motion made Roger think that this hadn't been the first time he'd 
employed means other than his hands to strip someone. The zip followed and Roger stopped resisting, hoping 
that David would go all the way and completely undress him with his teeth, which was a bit funny yet terribly 
erotic at the same time. 

Of course this was when David stopped and just smiled up at him. 

"Aw..s0 we aren't going to make-believe that l'm raping you then?" 

‘Oh, please stop talking and make your mouth useful.” 

David furrowed his eyebrows as though deep in concentration and raised a hand to his ear. 

‘lm sorry, | didn't quite catch that. What exactly were you implying | should do with my mouth?" 

"You fucking know what | was ‘implying'!" 

‘I'm a bit naive when it comes to these things, you know. You really need to specify.” 

"Oh, fuck off! I'll just do it myself" He pushed his trousers and underwear down over his hips and started to 
take hold of himself. Again David grabbed his wrists, which was much more frustrating this time around. "You 


stupid twat!" 


"| know there's something you'd prefer to wanking, Rog. | just have no idea what it is. You just have to help me 
to help you." 


Roger growled and tried to struggle free, this time with much more force - only to be stopped by the feeling 


of David's warm breath against his cock. 

"Dave... 

"What is it, Rog?" He ran a curious finger over the head, then the slit where precum had already started 
gathering. Roger sucked in a heavy breath, determined not to beg for his opponent's touch; it would be the 
sort of thing he'd never be allowed to forget. 


"Do it" 


The finger ran a lazy trail down his shaft, David's lips so close he could practically feel their warmth and 
softness through the transparent curtain of air that separated them. So close. So fucking close. 


"What do you want me to do?" Oh, the damned self-control in that voice was positively infuriating! Roger 
considered trying to grab himself yet again but realized that he'd simply be restrained. 


"You know, in this position | could strangle you with my thighs like one of those spy film girls." David 
suppressed a laugh. 


"| doubt that would leave you very satisfied” 


"Believe me, it would give me great satisfact-ah!" David had run a wet tongue up his length, followed by a few 
small pecks here and there. Very little actually, but enough to set Roger on fire and give him a taste of what 


was to come. 


"Do you like that?" he whispered, careful to brush his lips just slightly against his skin as he spoke. Roger 
nodded. "What else can | do for you then?" 


"You..you know what | want" David's fingers curled around his cock. "Oh God..Dave.." 


"Just a few little words, Rog. That's all it takes." The usual internal battle was postponed. His pride was at stake 
but fuck his pride - he needed Dave's mouth and he needed it now. 


"Suck me." Nothing happened and with an inward groan, Roger realized the bit he'd forgotten. "please." 
"Sorry? | didn't quite catch that” 
"Please, Dave. l'm begging you now - is that what you wanted? Please suck me!" 


Ah, this was indeed the magic word and suddenly David was more than happy to oblige. He shot Roger a 
familiar coy yet wicked grin before he took him inside, hand gradually beginning to pump. Roger whimpered in 
appreciation and closed his eyes, mind still trying to wrap itself around the idea that David Gilmour was finally 
going down on him. But needed to think about such things anyway? The warmth and wetness surrounding him 
was all he needed to concentrate on right now..David pulled up a bit to run his tongue over the head in little 
circular motions and Roger responded with a soft groan. At one point he'd begun to grow slightly over-zealous 
and tried thrusting up into David's mouth all at once, only to have his hip restrained until he'd gotten the point 
that he wasn't permitted to do this. 


Eventually David was feeling self confident enough to try something else. He pushed one thigh open and paused 
momentarily in his ministrations to slip one finger in his mouth and wet it. Roger scarcely noticed any of this, 
so caught up in David's oral attentions. It wasn't until he felt something stroking his entrance encouragingly 
that he realized just what David meant to do. Not feeling quite ready to be touched in such a way by this 
particular person, Roger immediately demanded that he stop. Much to his surprise, David readily acquiesced to 
his request with no further attempts at persuasion. Well, to David it didn't matter very much; he'd be doing it 


soon enough anyway. 


Not long after, Roger was coming dangerously close to exploding. He'd finally opened his eyes to watch the 
guitarist in his work and was amazed at how arousing the image of David's steadily bobbing head was. And 
aside from that, the man was extremely talented, obviously very experienced in this particular area - Christ, 
he'd put a fucking Hoover to shame. The feeling inside of him was mounting and he'd begun to arch, fingers 
digging into the sofa cushions while David's own motions were growing more and more rapid. Roger typically 
hated making any sounds during sex and avoided it whenever possible - it always seemed like such a display of 
weakness, a lack of self-control. This time, however, was different. He panted, moaned, gasped with very little 
restraint, for once not thinking or caring about how it made him look in front of David, how easily his body 


appeared to be manipulated. The only real thing right now was this single act. 


And when climax finally hit, Roger cried out and shuddered, releasing himself inside of David's mouth. It was 
the single most pleasant feeling he'd ever experienced, physically and mentally. Surreal. Dave continued to 
pleasure him gently while his body started descending toward earth again, breath finally returning. He looked 
down once again to see David smiling up at him, rather smugly. Which was funny To Roger - he always 
imagined that if this situation ever played out, he'd be the smug one. Instead he was overwhelmed. David made 


a great show of swallowing and Roger slumped his head back down, groaning in exasperation 


Part five 


There was scarcely any time for recovery, however, because David was already on his feet and urging his 
band mate up as well. Roger refused to move and instead stared back questioningly. David rolled his eyes and 


gestured toward the bed. 

"Come on already..." 

"What?" 

"Get on the bed" 

"m fine here for now, thanks.” 

| wasn't asking." Roger shifted and cocked a curious eyebrow. 

"Why do you want me over there?" 

"Cause there's more room to spread out" 

"Well," The look of curiosity turned very suddenly to one of defiance. "now I'm definitely not going..." 


David sighed in exasperation and appeared to have given up on the matter altogether. Then with a smile he 
turned back and looked Roger up and down. 


"You look like such an ass wearing a t-shirt and no pants... 


Grumbling, Roger leaned up and made a grab for the jeans that lay crumpled on the floor beside him. Before 
he could take them David had already snatched them up and was backing away teasingly. 


"Right..give me back my trousers." 
"No..." 
" Youre the one who was complaining about me not wearing them." 


‘It wasn't a complaint. | just meant you wouldn't look as stupid without the shirt..so why don't you get rid of 
pas 


And submit to David again today? Roger wouldn't hear of it.. 


"Give me back my trousers and fuck off" 


"What if | don't want to?" Roger shot him the look he typically used in intimidation tactics, not that it ever 
worked on David. This time was no exception. He just wandered over to the bed and looked back as though he 


were expecting Roger to follow his lead. 
"Do you think l'm joking?" 


"No; do you think | am?" He dropped the pants down on the bed and took a seat on top of them, a very final 
gesture which communicated that he wasn't about to relent. "If you want them, | can't be bothered to get up. 
You come and get them." And much to his surprise, Roger did readily get up this time - Christ, did the verbal 
volley really end so quickly? No time to think about that because the bassist had already grabbed David by 
the shoulders and was attempting to pull him up. On the defensive, David grabbed him around the middle and, 
utilizing all of his strength, hauled him down on top of him. A tussle like the one earlier ensued, this time with 
Roger trying to squirm away rather than fight. Also like before, he wasn't exerting a tremendous amount of 
strength..not that he wanted to be on the receiving end of a shag of course. Right? No, it just wouldn't agree 
with his image if he didn't always violently oppose everything David wanted. But he didn't want the shag, oh no. 


After a bit, both were relatively subdued. They lay side by side, Roger on his belly and half on top of David, 
who was trying to catch his breath. One hand rested on the back of Roger's head, an oddly affectionate 
gesture for the pair of them but one which felt utterly sincere. It was something of an apology, a display of 
support, and Roger was touched enough that he silently took back all of his own difficult behavior and forgave 
David's. 


"Rog?" 

"Hn?" 

"Can l-" He paused mid-sentence, decided that this wasn't the choice of words he wanted to use. He mulled 
over it a bit internally, Roger hiding a smile at the realization that David was trying to think of a polite way to 
ask if he could screw him. "Would you mind, fernibly, if I.em." 

"Fucked me?" David broke out in soft, relieved laughter. 

“That's it." 

Roger coyly turned his face to meet David's and gave a small grin, the meaning of which was obvious. This 
was responded to with an excited, sloppy kiss and a demand to move. He complied and both got to their knees, 
Roger finally pulling off his shirt much to David's satisfaction 


"Have you ever done this before?" 


"Yeah," admitted Roger, slightly embarrassed. "Only twice - | hated it" He was quick to add that last bit and 


David gave him a gentle kiss on the ear. 


"| promise you won't hate this." 

"Says you." 

"Says me." David agreed warmly. Feeling more self-conscious by the minute, Roger turned away and positioned 
himself on his hands and knees, hoping that this thing would pass quickly. As usual David seemed keen on taking 
his time. Shockingly enough for the nature of the hotel, there was no lube in the nightstand or anywhere else 
around the bed for that matter. Perhaps that was extra. Luckily David was always prepared for these 
"eventualities" and a quick check of his bag produced a brand new tube; Roger was filled some strange sort of 
satisfaction about this, to have the knowledge that he had the honor of being David's first shag with the 
contents of that specific container. It felt very important. But as David sat behind him breaking the plastic seal 


with his teeth, the apprehension came creeping back in and he thought of how vulnerable he probably looked. 
Another thing that he'd regret in the future. 


"| always feel like l'm at the doctor's...” 

"That's because you have to treat everything that's not your idea like it's some awful business or something.” 
"Well, it's part of the business of sex, isn't it?" 

"Why don't you just think of it as ‘me making you feel good’? You don't even like this bit? Most men | know do." 
"/ don't. Not really." 


"Maybe no one's really done you properly then" He nudged Roger's entrance a bit with one slick fingertip. 
"Christ, you're tense." 


"Maybe because I'm on my hands and knees, starkers, with my ass in the air. And meanwhile you somehow 


manage to be so fucking casual about it" 

"| like the way you look with your ass in the air, Rog. It's very becoming-" 

"Oh, shut up!" 

"No, | mean it.." He ran his hand down the back of Roger's thigh and squeezed it reassuringly. "I like it so much, 
in fact, that l'm having a hard time controlling myself. There are quite a few things I'd like to do to you at the 
moment but | doubt you'd let me. Not yet anyway. We'll save them for next time." 


"What makes you think there's going to be a next time?" 


"Because, my dearest dear, l'm going to fuck the taste out of your mouth. And you'll love it” 


Before any retaliatory remarks could be made, David reached around to wrap his hand around Roger's cock, 
immediately placating the bassist. He began to work him in slow, steady strokes, Roger purring in appreciation 
while he allowed himself to be lulled into submission. After a bit, he began to visibly relax, upper body sinking 
down into the blissfully soft bedding. 


“There we go.." murmured David, leaning in to place a kiss near the base of his spine. "How's that then?" A lazy 
"Nnnn." was his answer. This loosely translated to shut the fuck up and keep going, you twat. Encouraged by his 
friend's new docile manner, David decided to try and take advantage of it by working toward his goal in a more 


gradual way. 


Lips still placing soft kisses around the small of Roger's back, he laid his free palm over one cheek and gently 
massaged it, continuing to masturbate him in the meantime. Roger didn't seem to take exception to this, so 
David began to work toward the cleft. And though he'd be thoroughly convinced that it would be a slow, step- 
by-step process, to his surprise Roger arched up as if to demand that he get on with it already. David was of 
course more than happy to oblige. A few teasing caresses over the hole before he slipped his middle finger 
partway inside. It was certainly a vast improvement from earlier and so David pushed it the rest of the way 
in, pleased with the lack of resistance he met with. A small noise of approval drifted up from where Roger was 
slumped against the pillows, pushing back against the digits. David took the hint and started probing in and out, 
feeling his own excitement welling up over the warmth and the tightness. Without realizing it initially, he nudged 
something very special indeed, eliciting a delicious whimper from Roger, who then tried to push back and make 


him touch it again. David's self-restraint made him draw back a bit so as to make Roger pace himself. 


David felt himself melt a bit inside, a stark contrast to the raging hard-on constricted by his tight jeans. He 
stopped stroking Roger to undo his zip and free his manhood from its denim confines, eager to speed up 
progress. Anyway, now was as good a time as any, wasn't it? He picked up the lube from the nightstand, 
screwed off the top and squeezed some into his palm, noting the way Roger had started to shift 
uncomfortably again. But he wasn't protesting, so that was probably a good sign. Having smeared his cock with 
the slick substance, he positioned himself at his band mate's entrance and experimentally rubbed the tip 
against it for a bit. There seemed to be no objections so he took this as a sign that Roger was prepared as 
well. With all the other obstacles that evening it was difficult to believe that this was actually being permitted 
to happen. 


When David began to push inside, Roger whimpered a bit and his body instinctively attempted to move away 
from the source of discomfort. Instead he steeled himself and dealt with it through clenched teeth, trying not 
to create a show. The last thing he wanted was for David to feel guilty and stop on account of him - any 
other time something like that would be perfectly acceptable but at the moment he was in a rather charitable 


mood. 


"You alright, Rog?" He responded with an irritated grunt, as though he were insulted at being asked such a 
question. Which was not very far from the truth. David took this as permission to continue and gradually 
began to ease himself in, well-aware of how rigid Roger's body felt under his hands. Clearly he was taking 
great pains to appear unaffected and though David wanted to stop and ask again if he was alright, he knew 
that it would be a blow to his pride. Against his better judgment he continued pushing until he was in up to 


the hilt. He took a moment to pause, catch his breath, and allow Roger to do the same before pulling back. 
Roger groaned aloud this time, burying his face in the pillows to muffle himself and avoid embarrassment. 
David thankfully pretended not to hear and repeated the process a bit faster this time around, which wasn't 
quite as bad. 


From next door the headboard banged against the wall and it was in some ways an encouraging sound. It 
certainly took a bit of the stress out of the situation, to put it in perspective a bit. Roger wondered what the 
couple on the other side of the wall thought about the various sounds that had filled the room tonight, from 
the laughter to the obvious struggles. There was humor in that, wasn't there? David took hold of his cock 
again to finish what he'd started earlier; good thing too, because it helped Roger focus on something else other 
than the pain and even that was disappearing now. 


Eventually they'd worked the tentative movements into a moderate rhythm, discomfort and awkwardness 
practically gone. That was replaced by a single-minded drive on both parts, only conscious of how amazing the 
sensation was and that particular mounting feeling inside. Roger was the first to come, leaving a splatter of 
white against the clean red comforter and his belly. He shuddered and his body went limp, supported by David. 
And with both hands now free, he took hold of Roger's hips with almost bruising force, not so much moving 
with him and treating his body as an intimate object. And surprisingly, Roger found himself rather enjoying the 
feeling of being handled so roughly. Gripping the sheets to slightly steady his wildly rocking body, he found 
himself losing control all over again, encouraged by David's own obvious lack of restraint. Much like their 
neighbors, the headboard started to bang against the wall, neither concerned with the racket that both the 


bed and their voices created. 


David announced very directly that he was coming up on his orgasm and, perhaps to make it count, the last 
few thrusts were dizzyingly intense. The guitarist cried out and exploded inside of Roger, who really aid go limp 
this time, feeling as though he were about to pass out from a mixture of bliss and exhaustion. They laid 
together like that for some time, David on top of Roger, each feeling the other's attempts to regain breath. It 
was..nice. Roger thought he quite liked the pressure of David stretched over top of him. Eventually, however, 
he made a noise of annoyance as his right leg was beginning to fall asleep and David regrettably had to pull out 
and climb off. It wasn't as long separation as they both crawled under the covers to share a post-sex joint 
and cuddle. The idea of Roger cuddling with anything was amusing to David but he thought that he wouldn't 
dwell on the absurdity of that idea; it was better to simply enjoy the company and contact instead. 


"So..." he muttered after a few minutes of comfortable silence. Roger couldn't help but laugh aloud about the 


events prior and nuzzle David's ear affectionately. "Japan's alright then, eh?" 
"More than alright." 
"Is made you tolerable anyway." 


"Oh, fuck off..." 


"That's a little more familiar." 


"Hey..why haven't we done this before?" 

"| don't know." David took a drag and passed it back to Roger. "I wasn't as embarrassed." 

"Why?" 

"Em..its difficult to explain really. Well, no, | guess not: you know when you go on holiday and you do things 
that you wouldn't normally do at home? It's like.everything's different and you're really far away from your 
normal life." 


"As though we have normal lives." 


"Well, you know what | mean. But | think what | mean is that this is like that - but a lot more. At least when | 


go to the Continent there are still things | recognize-" 


"Wait, are you saying that before this you never wanted to fuck me?" David made a noise of exasperation and 


shook his head. 
"That's not it at all | mean | never actually had the nerve to get things going. And this country's so different. | 


think it rubbed off on me." Roger simultaneously grunted both his understanding and his desire to stop talking 


and quietly bask in the moment instead. There were no arguments there. 


The next morning they were woken by a rather chipper knock at the door. In a panic Roger practically jumped 
into the gap between the bed and the wall, luckily being thin enough to fit. David seemed slightly less perturbed 


the intrusion: he just rolled over, rubbed his eyes, and asked what the fuck their caller wanted. 


‘Is mel" Obviously Nick's voice. "We're leaving an hour earlier than we were supposed to. Steve asked me to 


tell you’ 

"Right!" 

"So what do you think about the hotel? 

"What should | think about it?" 

"Could | see your room?" Whispers of "nol" came from the floor and for a moment David was tempted to let 
Nick in, just for a laugh. In the end he'd decided that Roger had been a very good sport and he wouldn't 


frighten him like this - at least not for the rest of the day. 


"It's just a normal room, Nick" 


"Really? I've got the New York City skyline in mine. And Rick has a plastic rainforest!" 
"That's odd." 


"And condoms! Do you think they're encouraging us to make it?" More banter through the door until Nick 
announced that he was going to wake Roger up. David quickly made an excuse about Roger having a late night 
and to let him have just a few more minutes of sleep - he'd wake him up. As soon as Nick's footsteps were 
out of earshot, Roger climbed back up onto the bed, looking like a giant agitated cat that had been forced to 
leave its perch. He voiced his concern about possibly being seen leaving the room together but David was 
unconcerned - Pink Floyd were practically anonymous anyway. What would the chances be that someone in this 
particular hotel would recognize their faces? Anyway the first day of the festival they'd been booked for was 
waiting and they had to get moving lest they wanted another visit from a curious band mate. 


As they were walking out, Roger noted that he'd have to pick up his things from his own room. As he was 
searching his pockets for the key, the door beside theirs opened and a twentyish couple emerged - their noisy 
neighbors from the night before. Roger and David shared a look and tried to resist giggling like children until 
they noticed that they themselves were being eyed oddly. Quickly Roger turned away and strode over to his 
door, slipped the key into the lock, and watched the couple out of the corner of his eye. Any moment now 
there would be some kind of homophobic slur, he just knew it. Suddenly the young man's face broke out into a 
small smile and he nodded politely at them, speaking in halting English. 


"See you at the show?" 


Then the couple turned and walked down the hall toward the elevator, leaving the two Floyds dumbstruck. 


